performance. As an admiring friend, I wanted to pay my tribute
to his art by writing a small book. The more I think of the high
esteem in which art and artistes were held in those halcyon days
of the past and the royal patronage extended to them, the more
I wonder how7 a common man like me could record my reaction
in the pages of a book. Alexander, the man of taste, chose that
the elegant and expensive Persian casket which was brought to
him by his soldiers from among the spoils of King Darius, should
be used as a receptacle for Homer's ILIAD1 but not for any lesser
jewel.

Bhoja, the legendary king, gave a lakh of rupees to each
letter or line produced by the poets. Napoleon Bonaparte insisted
that a certain master-piece of painting formed necessary
stipulation in the clauses of a treaty. I am disinclined to believe
that Leonardo de Vine i did not die in the arms of King Francis.
Krishnadevaraya was reported to have got off his caparisoned
elephant to extend his hand to Alasani Peddana, the great Telugu
poet, each time he met him on the road. Emperor Shah-Jehan,
who was about to die, insisted that he should have his last look
at the Tajmahal. Akbar extended to Tansen, the immortal singer,
courtesies which no sovereign ever extended to a subject. Charles
V sat on his knees to pick up the brush that fell from Titian's
hands. When his nobles whispered among themselves in protest,
he reprimanded saying "1 can create hundreds like you. Can I
create another Titian? ".Socrates considered artistes as" the only
wise men".

The reader will find that the plan of the book is like this;
half of it is devoted to art and the other half deals with the artiste.
The semi-biographical element largely consists of the artiste's
contribution to art, his varied talents and achievements, his
international renown and such aspects of his personal life as
have a bearing upon his art. Thoughtful planning is essential for
any enduring achievement. The artiste came to greatness little
by little but only when he used the little with all the greatness
he had. He has a Falstaffian humour and genial bonhomie which